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Adaptation 


Author's Notes: 
Rated R for disturbing situations. Written for fanficl00, prompt O4: Shapes; 1359 words. Thank you to 


mumblemutter and cateris for beta and being lovely. 


Adapting: To make su/table to or fit for a specific use or situation 


"I can change, you know?" and Mikey knew, even then, even if it meant something different, Mikey knew. 


"| can change", and Mikey shivered and said: "Show me". 


First it was Bob. It was late afternoon and the bus was empty and Ray had closed all doors and shut himself 
into the tiny bathroom, undressed, sat himself down on the toilet lid and waited. 


It wasn't exactly Bob, but it was close. Fair skin, blue eyes, almost white lashes. He ran a hand along his jaw and 
it felt like Bob's beard. Or close. He didn't actually know how Bob's beard felt. Scratchy, yes. Itchy, yes. His own 
unshaved jaw felt like that. Any man's did. The few times they embraced and Bob brushed his face against his 
it felt like that. But he couldn't be certain. He and Bob were close, but not necessarily that close. 


Bob was good practice material though and the second time it was Bob, third Bob, fourth, fifth and sixth, still 
Bob. Mainly because Bob slept in the bunk across from his and sometimes left the curtain a little open, and 
Ray could study him. 


The seventh time it was Bob again, but it wasn't Bob in the bathroom, it was Bob in the back of the bus. 
It was very early in the morning and usually a safe place to try this out, unless Mikey was there chatting 
from three-am, which of course was the case on that particular morning. Startled would be an 


understatement. 


"What are you doing up so early", Mikey mumbled, his face still engrossed in the computer screen, bluish lights 
flickering over his eyeglasses, and Ray mumbled something, because, one, he wasn't prepared to speak as Bob, 


and two, he wasn't prepared to see Mikey while he was Bob. Or, at least a very close mock-up of Bob. 
"What?" 


"Couldn't sleep", and it seemed to Ray that it took too much effort to talk suddenly and Mikey stared at him, 
right into his eyes, said "Dude, your voice" and Ray just stood there, didn't know what to say--what Bob would 
say--when Mikey's new Instant Message interrupted the silence and Mikey looked back at the screen Ray 
sighed and said, as Bob-like as he could, that he had a sore throat. Mikey just nodded his head and typed. When 
he turned to leave the room, when his hand gripped the doorknob, Mikey suddenly said, "You know, for a 
moment you sounded just like Ray", and then he giggled and Ray said: "Hmmm". 

Later, Ray went straight to the bathroom and threw up. It was strange throwing up, because he was scared 
and because he started shifting right through it and vomited half as Bob and half as himself, and for a 
moment, just a brief moment he was afraid that that what he was throwing up was his self, parts of his self. 
It felt the same, the shifting, like a jerking, like a flowing, something liquid, formless and Ray hadn't been more 


scared in his life. 


For a while he stayed at being Ray. 


"How?" 

"| don't know. It just happened. | thought | was going insane." 
"Does it hurt?" 

"No. Not really. It feels more like nausea than pain, really." 


And Mikey grabbed his hand, out of nowhere, pressed his lips against his and Ray felt something stir. 


"Can you change into an object? A chair? A table?" 
"| don't like it" 
"Why?" 


It doesn't feel right. It freaks me out. | don't know where | end. | don't know where | begin. | seem to forget l'm 


human and need to return" 


Sometimes Mikey touched an object a little longer and when Ray asked him what he was doing he said, "Maybe 
it's someone who couldn't return. Wouldn't it be sad?" And Ray didn't know, didn't want to think about it. 


"I'd like to be a tree. Or a bird" 
"We're not made that way. It.. We're not made that way. There are other laws of.. being.’ 
‘| don't like heights anyway." 


Mikey slept with him that night and the night after that, on the couch in the back room and Ray couldn't stop 
staring at Mikey the whole time. 


"Can you control it?" 


"Yes." And it wasn't really a lie, except for the time when he threw up, or the first time, or the time he 
turned into a dog and liked it too much, except those times, most of the times he could control it. It was about 


concentration and being calm. 


One day Mikey whispered into his ear: "Change into one of the guys", and Ray laughed and asked who and Mikey 
had said Frank. But it was strange being shorter than Mikey and Ray didn't like it, he didn't like it even when 
Mikey fucked him on the couch. When Mikey slept next to him and Ray traced the sweat on his shoulder-blade 
he thought that for Mikey, he'd do pretty much everything, for Mikey he could change. 


"Do you wish this thing had never happened to you?" and Ray considered it, he did, he looked at Mikey for a 
very long time and said, "No. I'm glad it did’, and Mikey smiled. 


When Mikey said: "Change into Bob", it was raining outside and Ray was playing guitar. There was no-one on the 
bus and Mikey rocked into his lap until he came and Mikey came and he felt his face stir, his hands stir and 
he didn't know why Mikey was whispering his name when he was Bob. 


Mikey just cuddled with him when he was Pete and Ray thought that was strange but he liked it, he just 
wished Mikey would stay even after he changed back into Ray. 


"Are you jealous?" 
"No." 


He wasn't jealous when he shifted into Alicia, just melancholic and different. He thought it was normal, 


considering. 


"You missed something," Mikey said one night and Ray smiled and said, "What?" 


"Here", and Mikey kissed him beneath his ear, "Gerard has a little mark here", and Ray, Ray didn't know what 
he felt. 


Gerard always said that drawing has nothing to do with talent but with observation Observation and practice. 


A perfect portrait was just that, extremely attentive observation, and for a very long time, Ray did nothing 


but observe. 


He was perfect at it. 


"Can you?" 
"Yes." 
"Even. 2 
"Yes." 


And after a while Mikey looked into the mirror, asked him through it, "Would you?" 


That night it was Mikey's hands touching Mikey, and Mikey's lips kissing him; it was Mikey's form, his own 
being that loved Mikey. Every pore spoke of him, every hair, every blood cell and bone in his face. It was 
Mikey making love to Mikey and it was perfect and weird and perfect and Ray realised it was the only way to 
have Mikey more than anyone else, to be truly one with him. It was utmost perfection. And when it stirred 
into his flesh he thought of Mikey and when he felt the tears well up in his eyes he thought he could be 
anything Mikey wanted, he could change into anything now, it didn't matter how intricate or unseen, he would 
never be able to charge into something more perfect than Mikey, and it made Ray proud and it made Ray sad; 
it made Ray cry in the crook of Mikey's neck. 


And Mikey said "| love you", but Mikey said it to Mikey and not to Ray. 


| don't want you to change anymore. | want you back. | want Ray back." 


But Ray said nothing, just kept his head in his hands and Mikey could see himself and couldn't see what Ray 


was doing with his own face. 


"What are you doing?" And Mikey almost cried, because Mikey had known even then, before he saw it with his 


eyes, he had known, and he knew now. There was nothing to change anymore. 


"I can't. It's not working anymore. | don't remember how. | changed so many times. | don't remember what it's 


like to be me." 
‘It's too late." 


And Mikey stood there, staring at himself staring back at him, and wept 


